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PREFATORY  NOTE. 


This  poem  received  the  first  award  of  the  Emily  Chamber- 
lain Cook  prize  offered  by  Professor  Albert  Stanburrough  Cook 
of  Yale  University  to  the  University  of  California  for  the  best 
unpublished  verse,  the  Committee  of  Award  consisting  of 
Professors  Cornelius  Beach  Bradley  of  the  University  of  Cali- 
fornia, Albert  Stanburrough  Cook  of  Yale  University,  and 
Charles  Grosvenor  Osgood  of  Princeton  University. 


ODE  TO  THE  PIONEERS 
I 

Proud  Children  of  creative  Destiny, 

Which,  prescient  of  your  coming,  erstwhile  clove 
Through  barriers  stablished  from  eternity 

The  gateway  of  that  West  toward  which  ye  strove ! 
Brave  hearts  of  hope,  that  dared  live  out  your  dream, 
Nor  feared  to  hazard  the  Titanic  rage 

Of  elemental  powers,  but  steadfast  pressed 
On,  following  far  the  gleam — 
Promise  of  fuller  freedom  for  the  age, — 

Nor  recked  you  of  the  cost,  nor  stayed  your  quest ! 
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II 


How  joyously  ye  sought  your  rendezvous, 

Drawn  irresistibly  upon  the  breast 
Of  confluent  streams !   What  courage  did  endue ! 

How  girded  ye  your  loins !  What  fiery  zest, 
Forward  impelling,  bade  forsake  each  haunt 

Of  childhood's  tenderest  memory,  that  weaves 
A  chaplet  of  spring  wildings  for  the  heart 
To  cherish — secret  vaunt 
Of  how  throughout  Time's  book  the  loosened  leaves, 
Albeit  tattered,  never  tear  apart! 
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Ill 


Whether  ye  came  because  the  leprous  hand 
Of  servitude  was  knocking  at  your  door ; 
Or  the  Nez  Perces  forth  from  their  far  land 

Had  sent  their  braves  to  eastward  searching  for 
The  White  Man's  Book  of  Heaven;  or  whether  lust 
Of  way-wide  wandering  hung  upon  your  soul, 
Till  earth 's  far  vacant  places  summoned  loud ; 
Or  golden  lure  of  dust, 
Garnered  in  granaries  of  rocks,  claimed  toll, 
Returning  thousand-fold — or  else  a  shroud: 
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IV 

What  purposes  soe'er,  what  high  resolves 
Had  set  your  feet  to  walk  in  company, 
Guessed  ye,  'On  us  God's  mighty  will  devolves 
The  fate  of  all  the  West  and  its  calm  sea '  ? 
Or  did  ye  ponder,  plodding  'cross  the  flat 
Monotony  of  prairie  stretching  out 

To  greet  the  same  horizon  day  by  day, 
How  by  the  shallow  Platte 
Ye  wove  the  cincture  lengthening  slow  about 

Man's  globe,  linking  the  nations  close  for  aye? 
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V 


Perchance  some  whisperings  prophetic  stole 

Into  the  silent  musings  of  a  few ; 
Perchance  none  caught  the  deep,  portentous  roll 

Of  purposes  imperial,  nor  knew 
Themselves  as  instruments  of  such  great  plan 
As  ne  'er  before  had  seized  and  swept  a  nation 
Full  fronting  westward  to  the  setting  sun. 
Oh,  ne'er  before  to  man 
Was  proffered  nobler  prize  of  gratulation 
Than  in  the  race  reserved  for  you  to  run ! 
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VI 


A  weary  way,  a  long  and  weary  way, 

Was  yours  to  traverse,  fraught  with  perils  thick, 
Untried,  undreamt  of ;  hardly  durst  ye  stay 
To  lay  the  dead  to  rest,  or  soothe  the  sick, 
Lest  from  invisible  ambuscade  should  pour 

With  raucous  devil-howls  a  murderous  throng, 
Lithe,  painted  tiger-forms,  joying  to  kill 
Your  babes,  and  drive  before 
In  mad  stampede  your  frighted  oxen  strong, 
Leaving  the  wagons  desolate  and  still. 
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VII 


Or  when,  no  more  by  hostile  tribes  bestead, 
Ye  slow,  with  arduous,  unfaltering  toil, 
Gained  upland  reaches,  at  its  font  and  head 

Drank  of  the  Sweetwater,  and  passed  to  soil 
Virgin,  untrod  save  by  the  nomad's  feet, 

Smote  on  you  then  a  chill  and  parching  blast 

From  off  Wind  River's  bleak,  blue  mountain-side; 
And  lo !  a  film  of  heat 
Palpitant  hung  above  the  desert's  vast, 

Till  with  day's  parting  pageantry  it  died. 
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VIII 


The  known  behind ;  before,  the  wilderness ; 

The  continent  outstretched  beneath ;  all  round, 
Gaunt  Famine's  lowering  threat.    Still  durst  ye  press 

On,  till  the  hoped-for  guerdon  should  be  found. 
How  could  ye  thrid  those  haunts  of  death  ?  No  fear 

Gripped  your  stout  hearts,  ye  comrades,  at  the  glint 
Fateful  of  Donner,  deep  within  his  cup 
Of  darkling  pines.   No  tear 
Dimmed  your  firm  gaze.    Naught  but  a  sigh  gave  hint 
Of  pity  stirred  within,  full-surging  up. 
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IX 


Then,  then  ye  clomb  Sierra's  ramparts,  strode 

The  summit  of  your  Pisgah,  'Lo !  behold 
The  Land  of  Promise ! '  Richer  far  it  showed 

Than  Canaan  to  the  wanderers  of  old. 
0  Souls  intrepid!  young,  for  ever  young; 
Careless  of  fame,  but  holding  honor  dear, 

And  conscience,  God-bestowed,  and  liberty — 
Great  Conquerors  unsung! 
Your  vision  shall  not  fail.   Clearer,  more  clear, 
It  shapes  itself,  informs  the  day  to  be. 
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